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know, or knowing understand, what these people are

thinking ?

A student comes to teach me Arabic each morning.
But after an-hour or so of grammar we both get bored
and abandon the lesson to gossip happily in French.
My concept of the young Arab as a wild, feckless
creature in white fluttering robes, prancing about on a
stallion, is being rudely shattered by experience. Ahmed
is careful and serious, and he is neatly dressed in a tight
check suit with a purple stripe. He has never ridden a
horse, but sometimes he cautiously bathes for a few
minutes in the sea. Otherwise he takes no exercise.
His views are more coloured by North America than by
Arabia; for while he has frequently seen the night life
of Chicago and Manhattan in the local cinema, he has
never seen the desert. He is alert, clever and altogether
charming; he is distracted and unsettled. The gradual
influence of Western clothes, cinemas and magazines
on the coast dwellers of the Levant has produced a
veneer of the cheapest elements of Western civilization,
which sometimes overlays completely the enduring and
profound spirit of Islam which remains beneath. I have
seen the result of transporting the outward trappings
of Western culture to the Indians in Mexico. Here it
is the same old story. The product is tawdry. Only
the hill men escape. . . .
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"This evening," said E.P., "the Sharifian brothers
will be calling on us."

" They sound like a music-hall team."